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THE DYING MOTHER.
We were weeping round her pillow,
For we knew that she must die;
It was uight within our bosoms—

It was wight upon the sky.

There were seven of us children,
I, the cldest one of all;
So [ tried to whisper comiort,
Bt the blinding tears would fall.

Oz my knees my litde brother
Leaned Lis aching brow and wept;

Aud wmy sister’s long black tresses
O'er my heaving bosom swept.

The shadow of an awful fear
CUame o'er me as I trod,

To luy the burden of our grief
Deiore the throne of God.

“0h! be kind to one another,”
Was the mother's pleading prayer,
As her haud lay like a snow-lake,
Ou the baby’s golden hair.

Then a glory round her forehead,
Like the glory of & crown,

And in the silent sea of death
The stur of life went down.

Her last breath wns borne away,
Upon that loving prayer;

And the hund grew heavier—paler,
In the baby's golden hair.

ory.
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A RACE WITH DEATH.

—l—

“Sir, vou're an ass!”
“Sip, I'm not; I came here to
sue for your daughter’s hand, and

LB
—

«And you sxpect me to give my
daughter to a man who, whatever
may be his other qualities, has
not & copper in the world to bless
himself with 2" :

“] know I-have no monoy &t
present, sir, but I kave hopes”—

“A protty thing to begin house-
keeping on! Supposing you were
married to-morrow, do you wish
to live or die the day after ?”

“Live, sir, of course.”

“Why of course? To live you
want food ; if you want food, you
want money ; and as you have no
money you would get no food;
and no food means starvation ! Do
you see that, siz ?”

«Yes, sir; bult’'—

«Bat! There’s no but in the
case. Now take a bit of advice
from me, Mortimer, as one of your
father's oldest friends. Go and
eurn a living; and when you cau
show me that you can support my
daunghter if I give her to you—
mind you, if/—I shall be ready to
talk 1o you. Good morning. Bah!”
and the testy but good patured
old gentieman stumped out of the
room, leaving me speechiess sit-
ting ou the edge of a chair with
my hat in band. All my hopes
Iiad been rithlessly dashed to the
ground. I had expected to arguc
the point with Mr. Clavering as
Bessie, his dasghter, had assured
me that it would be all right if I
only put the matter properly be-
fors him. We had mutaally
agroed that he would be sure to
give his consent, and had laid no
ond of plans for the future, in
which everything but the question
of money had been exhaustively
considered. Theabrupt manner in
which this had now becn brought
disconcerted me not a little, and
{ left the room not guite so cer-
tain that I did not resemble that
generally good-natured but other-
wise unreliable quadroped to
which Mr. Clavering had likened
mo in the course of our conversa-
tion.

At the door I met Bessie, with
an oxpression of mingled anxiety
and curiosity on her countenance.

“Well, Jack, what did papa
say 7’

“That [ was an ass, Dessie!”

“Oh, 1 hopo you did not quar-
rel. [ was afraid there was
somothing wrong, as [ heard him
ordering deviled kidneys for lunch,
and ho nover does that \githout
he's in & passion.”

«Bessie, the old gentleman ask-
ed me how we were going to live.”

Well, did you not tell him in a
little cottage, with a garden in
front, and apigeery, and a kiteh-
cu-garden, and a fowl-house and
a little dairy, and—"

“Yes, yos; but that’s not what
he meant. e wauted to know
where g!l the money was Lo come
from to pay for all this.”’

“Why, you were to provide the
money, of course.  You were to
earn it.” .

“Certainly: but  your father
wanted to know how.”

“How? Well, you would—
there now, you ought to kuow
best, surely. Don’t you ?”

“No, L do not, Bessie, and 1
think we ought to have thought
of this before.”

“«Jack, I don’t wonder papa got
in n passion with you, you're so
stupid. I have a great mind to
seol ungry with you myselfl”

“But sweetheart, don’t you reai.
ly thiuk we ought to huve consid-

cred how wo were going to bay
what we wanted ?”

«That was your business, not
wine; and Jack, if you look at me
like that Ull box your ears.”

“No, you won’t! I think you're
allin & very bad temper this morn.
ing."” .
Do you? Now I tell ydu what
it is Mr. Jack. Till you find out
how we're going to get money to
live on I'won't have anything more
to say or to do with you at all.—
Don't come near menon. [don’t
love you a bit; 1 never shall, and
l never did! And, Jack when you
have found out how yon'll come
and tell me first, won'tyon?” And
away dashed Bessic, leaving me ut
the garden gate, to which we had
walked during our conversation.

It was a lovely spring morning.
All nature seemed in ecstacy at
the prospect of approuching sum-
mer. I alone wassad. [ could
not help feeling thut [ had made
a mistake, and that I must have
lowered mys /i considerably in the
estimation of old Mr. Clavering by
appearing so thoughtless and in-
considerate. True. [ was Lut nine-
teen, and having lost my father
early, had been brought up and
oducated by my mother alone,
and so perhaps -had rather less
knowledge of the world than 1
should have acquived had 1 been
sent to a public school orto the
apiversity. My position was by
no means a bad ove. The only son
of & distinguished military officer,
who was not wealthy, but left
what little he had to his widow
daring her lifetime. 1 might be
said to have possessed a good
education, and what wuas, per-
haps better, good prospects. 1
had been invited by Mr. Claver-
ing, who was an old military
comrade of my father's to spend
a month with him at hisresi-
dence at Morecombe Bay. Du-
ving my-stay [ had learned first to
like and then to love his daughter
Bessie, and when my visit ap-
proached its termination had not
only declared my love, but had
asked permission to marry, with
what result is known. IHaving
been always tolerably well sup-
plied with money, 1 had never yet
been brought face to face with the
areat educator of humanity—the
necessity of earning one’s bread—
and was, therefore, rather igno-
rant of some of the principal du-
ties of life than unmindful of ther.
The bluff, common-sensc of Bes.
sic’s father had compelled me to
consider matters from a practical
point of view, and I was now per-
haps more apgry with myself than
with any onc clse. [ walked on
but finally resolved to return to
the cottage and saddle Moro for a
ride. Moro bad been my father’s
charger, and had been left me,
with particnlar instructions as to
his care. 1le was a splendid horse
of jet black, color, of enormous
strength. By the kindness of my
host 1 had beon allowed to bring
him with me, and many a pleasant
ride had I bad on his back with
Bessie Clavering.

As I re-ontered the pleasant gar-
den attached to the cottage I
strove in vain to catch a glimpse
of Bessie, and reached the stable
without having met anybody but
the old gardener, who saluted me
with the usual “Ilow 'de do, Sar?”
I was soon by the side of Moro,
who gavea meigh of delight as Len-
tered. It did not take me long to
put on his saddle, and as I left the

ard I learned from the old groom
that Miss Clavering had "ridden
outalone about aquarter of an hour
before me. I was cértainly much
chagrined at this, and made sever-
al mental resolves to be fully re-
venged assoon as I could get a
convenient opportunity. [ turned
down a lano that led to the bridie-
path along the top of the cliff,
and letting the reins fall over
Moro's neek, abandoned myself
to building castles in the air in the
erection of which Bessie took a
very prominent part. Thospot was
admirably adapted to meditation.
To my left a small wood, through
the Dreaks in which glimpses
of the rising upland were caught
every now and then, straight
alicad & broad expanse of purple
-heather, and to my right the rug-
ged steep cliffy, at the foot of
which lay a vast tract of sand, as
[ the sea, owing to tho flat shore,
retives a distance of nearly four
miles; far away in tho distance the
bright dancing waters, with a Sall
or two in sight, and over the
whole a glorious cxpanse of blug,
| across which the light morning
lair blew a few white scudding
clonds. .

Some three and a half miles
from the shore there extended
| right along the coast a low saud-

of pleasure and danger to the in-
habitants and the fishéermen.
{ When the tide flowed the sea beat
fagainst the bank for some time,
Lt at last with an angry roar, it
i surmounted tho obstacle and came
{tearing down the mceline like a
Cvery avalanche,  Many accidents
resulting in oss of iife had taken
y place. owing to the ignorance and
*curelessness o tourists and vthers,

{ bunk, which was at once a source!

who, lulled into a state of fancied
sceurity by the distance of the
| sea, would wauder about on the
 sands till overtaken by the tide,
| when they wore placed, as it were
{in an instant, beyond human as-
! sistance, and were invaribly lost.
| Danger signals and notices had
| been put up in cvery prominent
'position by the authorities, who
1' were accustomed also at the turn-
ling of tho tide to fire u signal-gun;
| but, with all that, the sands were
| 80 tempting, and the very breeze
' that wafted neross them so deli-
| cious, thata day scldom passed
fwithout some party or other, gene-
rally mounted, venturing upon
‘them. As I looked down I could
‘see nothing buta solitary speck
in the distanee, which I soon after
made out, through a little pocket-
elass 1 always carried, Lo be a per-
"sur on horseback cantering along.

I paid no particalar attention at

"the time and continned my way,
gathering up the reins as Moro
broke into a gentle trot. 1 was
(now on the cdge of the clifts,
“where a single false step would at
once have precipitated me on the
sands below, and consequently, al-
thourh Moro was wonderlully
surc-footed and well acquainted
with the path, I moved along
with considerable cantion. The
beauty of the scere and the exer-
ciso soon dispelled the gloominess
that had oppressed me, and as my
blood began to circulate more
quickly my spirits rosc and I com-
menced to sing right merrily.
The path now took a sudden turn
{ by a doep gorge, and as 1 did not
| wish to go round it, & distance of
inearly a mile, I resolved to put
{ Moro across it; 80 patting him
wently on the neck, for I never
touched him with spur or whip. I
called to him; the noble old horse
understood me at once, and in-
creased his speed. On we went,
the pace getting faster and faster,
till, at the gorge, Moro rose with
a splendid bound and alighted
safely on the other side. I now
got a full view ot the sands again,
and found that I was considerably
nearer the person on horseback
below—in fact, that we had been
moving toward one another. At
that moment Moro suddenly stop-
ped, and tossing his hoad in the
air, guve a loud neigh. Somewhat
astonished at this proceceding, I
looked more carefully, and per-
ceived by the flutter of the dress
that the person on horseback was
a lady. I became more interested,
and toking out my glass, discover-
ed that it was no other than Bes.
sie, who had been cartering along
on the sands on a marc that her
father bad lately bought her. Mo-
ro had no doubt recognized his
stable companion. I debated with
myseclf whether I should return,
-and by taking a short cut, meet
her on her way home, in order to
upbraid her with her misconduct
in going out alone. While [ was
cogitating, Moro uttercd a snort
of alarm. I looked and beheld a
sight that for tho moment took
away my breath. Jrom some
caitse or other Bessie's horse ap-
peared to bave taken fright and
became unmanageable; ail at once
it tore away like the wind in the
direction of the sea, At the same
moment [ heard the distant boom
of the signal-gun which announced
that the tide was just about to
turn. The full horror of the situ-
tion now flashed across me; unless
the mare could bestopped in time,
my love would be overtaken by
the sea, and lost before my eyes.
A cold chill took possession of me,
and for a2 moment 1 sat motion-
less. Bessic's figure wasalready
becoming smaller as she was borne
rapidly onward. “Now or never,
Mero!" 1 said, as I rosein the stir-
raps; and the gallant old horse
scemed to understand me, for he
impatiently pawed the air with
his fore-feet. The next thing was
how te get upon the sands. “The
rorge ! oh, the gorge!” I touched
Moro, and in a few seconds we
had reached it. It was a frightful
declivity, and the descont scemed
impossible; yot it was my only
chance, and I determined to malke
the attempt. Carefully, and with
the greatest caution, 1 guided
Moro, and aftor a fow moments of
agonized suspense gained the
sand. I komew I had only one
course beforo me—to pursue the
mare and then attempt to race
the tide. “Moro!" 1 shouted,
“Moro ! we ride to suve my iove!”
Movo shook himselt' as if he knew
what a treniendous effort was de-
] manded of him, and settled down
to his worlk.
was quite half the distance toward
the sea. Would I reach hLer in
time? In order to lighten the

| weight, [ threw away my over-|
I coat, my hat,coat and waisteoat, 1!

cadled upon Moro; he seemed to
fly. We were gaining upon the
mare evidently, but stili the aw.
iful guestion rose to my lips:
{5Would it be in time?" I could

already hear the roar and surge of'

the waters, and the rising wind
Pawarned me that the tide would

. that morning probably exceed its )

t My biood was thor-

determined  tw

wsuanl Leight

!lll:_::ili:\‘ 1y |

By this time Bessio |

with her. We were now but halt
a mile apart. [ shouated till 1 was
hoarse, but ull to no cftect, for the
wind was dead in on: Leees. Moro
seemed to pavlivipule m ny, ex-
citement, and strained evory uerve
to overtake themare. We were
not mors than two hundred yards
distant from the sand bunk
against which the waves were
dashing with unwonted force An-
other second and the mare would
have passed the bank, bc over-
whelmed by the raging waters aad
all would be lost. 1 scroamsd ia
my agony. 1 thought L heardalow
wail in response. [ shut my eyes,
a3 1 could not bear to look, but
opened them again immediately,
as Moro gave a whinny of plea-
gure. - “Ah ! what is that ?" The
mare had stumbled and thrown
Bessie, and then plunged wildly,
in her terror aud fury into the
waves. Ln an instant I was along-
side my love, had dismounted and
was kneeling by her. ‘“Bessie!
Bessie! oh my darling, are you
| dead? Ob, speak to me! speak to
me!"” After a feww moments, whrich
secemed to me an age of torture,
she opened her eyes and said,
taintly *Jack, my best beloved,
save yourself'; the tide will be over
the bank in a second or two. Give
my love to dear papa.” Then, cx-
hausted, she fell back in a dead
faint. 1 tore my hair in despair;
I raved like a madman. What
could I do? At last I became
calmer, for a desperate resolve baud
taken posscssion of me. Moro
should bhave a double burden, and
wo would try and outstrip the tide;
we would race with death. I soon
placed my durling across the sad-
dle, and leaped up behind her as
the first spray came flashing over
the bank. 1 knew notan instant
was to be lost. We started for the
shore. & patted Moro. I suid to
him, “Moro, you bore my father
through the ranks of death at
Baluklava. Ob, save his son!" To
add to my agony I now perceived
that a storm was impending. The
sky was overcast; heavy drops of
rain began to fall, and every now
and then a lurid flask lit up the
darling air. We were now but
two miles from the shore, and if I
could only reach the gorge in time,
I knew we were saved. I called
again upon Moro. The noble horse
for the first time uttered sighs of
distzess. A new terror now scized
me—would Moro's strength last ?
I turned and looked, and through
the blinding rain saw, to my hor-
ror, that the sea was already
breaking over the bank. It would
be upon usalmostdirectly. Iurged
Moro on afresh,but the poor animal
appearcd unable to increase his
speed. Boom ! boom ! “Ah! what
isthat ? Thank God, we have been
observed, and they arc hastening
to our help! The signal-gun! “Mo-
ro,my Moro, but a few seconds
longer!” We torealong. Bossiestill
lay insensible in my arms. The
cliffs now rose frowning before us.
Another hundred yards and we
arc saved. “On Mor on! I hear
the roar of the descending tide.”
Ouce more I turned, and as the
'* ©tning flashed, [ saw the wa.
t. caging and surging almost at
the borse's heels. At that moment
Moro staggered. Tho sca was up-
on us and over us. I heavd g ring-
ing in my cars. I gave one lust,
one agonized shrick, and romem-
bered no more.

I awoke and found mysolf ina
warm bed, surrounded by compas-
sionate faces. Mr. Clavering came
forward, “You must not excite
yourself, my boy,” he spid.  “Bes-
sie is well.”

“And Moro?" Lasked.

«[g well too,” he said.

Do you want to know whether
[ married Bessio? If you dojgo to
Morecombe Bay, ask for the Ifaw-
thorna’s and maybo you'll sge an
old black military charger, almost
biind, with two or thres curly-

all laughing and clapping their
hands as he carries them daintily
up and down the path.

“John,” said a doating parent
to her gormandizing son, “do you
realiy think you can eat the whole
of the pudding with impunity ?"
«] don’t know, ma,” answered the
young hopeful; “but I guess I can
with a spoon.”

- aD -

“T'he wind's getting round,” re-
marked Bibbs to his friend Bug-
ging tho other day, when it
changed from east to west. “Glad
tof it,” replied Buggins, “it's been
sharp lonyg enough.”

— T ————————
There is a time for all things.
The time to leaveis when a young
luby asks you what sort of aday
it is for walking.
D+ -

Why do honest ducks dip their
heads under the water ? To liquid-
ate their little bills.

= >

Conversation coriches the un-
- derstanding, but sohtude 1s the
school of genius.—Gibbon.

e eame A
! Who is it who is always expect-
{ing quarter, and yet never gives
any 7—7The tax-gatherer.

either save my lowe orto pcriaht

l

i

headed little urchins on his back,

j}lisccllamenus.

THE LIGITT ]iltl(z‘.\lll-l._—.__

Ceavalry was to be laonched at last
"on this elovious mission against

the Causeway Ridge, and already
IV AMlooville was 11:'01:;;1‘in; L0 is-
sauit the other Hank of the Lus-

| sinns,
UDRUTH ABOUT THE FAMOUS CHARGE |

HINTo THE MoUTH OF HELL

At last we have a historical
bluneer gracefully corrected anda
hantsome defenseof abrave soldier
whose name hasunder beenacloud. |
it has been popularly decided that
Captain Louis Nolan, of Lord Rag- .
lan's stafl, being an impetuous sol
dier, purposcly misconstrued the
actuxl meaning of un ovder which |
he cavied into an authorization
of the scenseless snerifice of the
Light Brigade, and that his only |
excuse was that he was the fdrst,
man killed in the charge.  Luuuce
Poynts, s the Galaxy, afier re-
viewing the topography of the

'battlc-ficld and the position of the

forces, says:

As it was, matters stood thus
when Nolan left Raglan, bearing !
the “foarth order.” The Russians |

. ]
were dustered on iwo hills, the':

English and French cavairy stood ]
looking on. Lucan was in his;
usualrervous, irritable’state, when |
the gullop of & horse was heard.— |
A tall, slender younyg ofticer, with |
a trim ficure and black mustache, |
was coming down u steep descents)
at full speed, with 8 whiteenvelepe |
stuck in bis belt; and evety cye
was on him in 4 moment.

It was Uaptain Nolan, in bis
scarlet sheli-jacket, a little forage
cap ses on enc side of his dark
curls, bis fage tall of joy and ea
gerness,

An  audible  murmur
throngh the ranks.

“()rders come ! Nolan's the boy
thatll show us the way to movo.”
Bor Nolan was woll kunown and
univessally beloved.

In another moment he had|
dashed up and saluted ; then hand- !
ed hig letter to Lord Lucan.—
The cavalry General tore it open
with the nervoug haste character-
istic of every movement of his
lovdship. When be read it over,
his countenance changed. Then
his lordsaip broke out something
in thisstylo: i

“Way, good heaven's, sir, what
car he mean. With the little
fore at our command we ¢an hard-
ly toldour own, much less advance.
[L & perfectly suicidal. How can
weadvance 7

Jolan’s eye begar to blaze. 1le
had just come from the high ground
whence the whole Russian po-
siticn could be scen at a glance.—
Knowing that his order contem-
plated the doubling back of the
Russian columns and saving the
gurs in the redoubts, he was im-
patent of the pragmatical objec-
tioa of this captious old man.

n a stern, distinct tone he
spoize S0 Lord Lucan:

“Lord Raglan's orders are thut
the cavalry should attack imme-

went

diately.”
“Attack, sir?? cried Lucan
augrly. “\ttack what? What

guns. sir 7"

Nolan threw his head buck in-
digrantly, and ‘pointed to the
Causeway Ridge, whero the Xus-
sians were busily at work trying to
baulaway the captured guns, The
group was standing at the right of
the novth valley,

“There, my Lord, is your enemy,
and there arve your guns.”

The Captain forgot that he was
talking to an excitable and imprac-
ticable man. Wrong headed Lucan
choso to fancy that he pointed to
the cnd of the valley, and with all
the obsfivacy of his mature kept
to tke error.

“Very well, sir, very well,” be
said angrily.

“This ovder shall be obeyed. I
wash my hands of it.”

He wheeled his horse and trot-
ted off to where Cuardigan sat iu
front of his brilliant lines gnawing
his gray mustache and chafing
over his inaction.

Then said wrong-headed Lu
can:

“Lord Cardigan, you will attack
the Russians in the valley.”

The Harl dropped his sword in
salute. .

“Cortainly, my Lord; but allow
me to point out to you that there
is a battery in frout, & battery on
each flank, and the ground is cov-
ered with Russian riflemen.”

“] can't help it said Luean, i
snappishly ; “itis Lord Raglan’s |
positive order that the light brig- |
ade is to attack the enemy. We
have no choice but to obey.”

Then Cardigan bowed his
“Very weli, my Lord” w

he said, Then turning to his staff, | € occasionally ”

“The hneade will advance,™ he | onscing g “extracted from |
. PR 3 A { saete o {

said quietly. - -, 1870 85 O ICLE -

sharp passage of arms with the
division commander, had ridden
oft to the light brigade himself,
where he was cheerfully talking !
to his sworn comrade and frieund,
Captain Morris,of the Seventeenth
lancers. Now that he had main-
tained his position as mouth-piece
of the eommander-in-chief, azainst |
the impudent, fault-inding of Lu-

can, he felt happy. Iis beloved !

Who can wonder that enthusias-

tic Noluan told Morris that he was
Cwoing to see the brigade through

the charge? It was his privilege

1o do so, and his heart beat high
i with hope.

Little did he know of
the extent of pig-headed stupidity
natural to the rwo members of the
English aristocracy  who respeet-
wely commanded and jed  that
churie.

A clear. sharp voiee” was soon
hoeavd in front of the brigade, now

[tormed in three lines.

Lovd Lucan rode away to the
lleavies”
ronmd to the rear to the lefv of the
brivade, as the sharp volee eried:
“Light brigade, forward —trot—
mareh !

In a moment the front line was
away, as steady as if on parade,
at a rapid trot, following un erect

centleman, mounted on a chestnut

thoroughbred, and wearing tight
scarlet trousers® and a bloe fur-
trimmed jacket, the {ront a per-
fect blaze of gold.

The erect gentleman was as slen-

derin ficure, ns alertin gesture as
a boy of*twenty and yet that man
was lifty-seven yeurs old. und the
Farl of Cardigan himself.

But hardly had they started |

wher Nolan attered a cry of as
tonishment and rage.
“(rond (rod ? are the fools going

to charge down the valley ?” he |

shouted.

"

Then, setting spurs to his horse, |

he dashed out of his place and gal-
loped madly across the front, wav-
ing his sword,

“Whereave you going, my lord?”
he shouted. *That is not Lord
Raglan's order. Change front to
the right! This way! This way!
The batieries on the ridge!”

Lord Cardigan was us hot-tem-
pered in bhis way as Lord Lucan.
The audacity of an officer presum-
ing to oress his front was enough.

For that officer to address his brig- |

ade was au additional insult. lle
spoke not a word, but pointed
:_:::-imly forward with his sword.
Noian's words were lost in the
thunder of hoofs, and all that was
scen was his figure crossing the
front and wildly gesticulating,
pointing to Causeway Ridge.
Then  the Russian  batterics

|
opened. There was a flash, a boois,

and a second flash in the air, o lit-
tle cloud af white smoke, and a
loud spang ! as the first shell burst
in the faces of the trotting linc.
Poor Nolan threw up hisarm with
a fearful shriek, and fell back in
his _saddle, stone dead,. struck
through the heart. With a low
groan of rage the rushing horse-
men quickened their pace, and
dashed on, at a wild gallop, into
the valley of death.

The scerct of Balaklava perish-
ed with Nolao.

-+ < -

A TuricLiye Lpisope 1N THE
Lire or Buoypano Brin.—Buffalo
Bill was at Hartford, Conn., the
other day, and while visiting Colt’s
armory the large number of spec-
tators who had assembled tosee the
famous scout desired him to favor
them with an oxhibition of his
skill as o marksman. Bill gave
the ¢hiow of tobacco in his mouth
to a small boy to keep warm, a
small picce of white paper was
put up on a barn door fitty rods
distant, B. William seized s fize,
new rifle, spit on his bands, and
in the manner so often described
by Ned Buntline raised the rifle
until his nose rested on the stock,
fired, and a picket was knocked
off from a fence ten feet to the left
of the barn.  “This rifle-barrel is
crooked,” said Bill.
hit it over astone to straighten it,
than shot again, this time barking
the shin of ap old pie-womanon his
right flank. A third trial, and bhe
it the barn fair in the centre, and
the shout that arose from the as-
semblage attested the joy of the
spectators at his success. Bill is
just us good an uctor as he is a
marksman, which is very remark-
able in these days of corruption
and bribery.—Danbury News.
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A lady wished a seat. A portly,
handsowe gentlemag brought ove and
seated the ludy.
1, suid she. Ok ! no.” hereplied;
“1'm a jewelers I have just set the

jewel.”
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A man writing poetically of the
head. | weather, says, “The backbone of!
as all | Winter is broken, bat the tail wags |

X . . iusmart boy's composition on “ba- |
Meantime, Nolan, after his': oo wphe mother's heart wives |

AL joy at the baby’s Ist 2th.”
= s>y ——
Why are

cooks like the Canac

amd Nolan  zalloped |

So saying he |

“Oh! you're a jew-

TIHE DUTCIINANS IASTR-
ANCE POLICY.

amd faken the precaution to st e
= x S e -
lL]w Ity of his {

witle !
s stable

S, }n'!it'\‘ih_-_: the
former mieht die and the latter be
burnt, and he coubl not get dlong
without some compensation for the

for

loss,

from the same agent. In afew

3000, and
|

months after the stable had been
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SYEDINE FISILING.

the aatne Indientes this lirfe
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A good story is told of A Grer- | fid s pepadar o lunehes, was at firsg
man by the nuwe of Smidt who ke ;

oothe waters bordering
o Sardindn '['!il' t

dediiles
b sapple, orher fish Besides

Upen

i
1

b i 2
e (I pea Suvedinse are

| - - .
{enpinral sna cseated nthe satne way,

Buth lxu]i(!;vs favd been taken

Finswred it was destroyed by five, |
| Smidt quictly notitied the agent.|

|:1r:d hinted to bim that be would

expeet tive 900 at the cariiest pos.
sible moment. The agent at onee
sent oo carpenter o asvertain the
cost of erecting a new suhle of the
saine dimensions, having  dsger.
tuined that the property was iu-
sured tor more than it was wortln
The builder !'L'ilul"Lt.'Li that hevould
replace the stable with new mate-
‘rial for 3300, but anfortunately
‘there was an ordinance prevent
ing the erection of frame builings
| —the old stable having been of
| wood. He was asked to estimate
ithu cost “of & brick stable, and
| reported the amount 8750.  The
{agent then notified Smide that be
' would build him « new brick sta-
' ble in place of the old frame one,
but Smidt beeame very indignant
at the proposition, saying:

] do not understand dis insn-

race business. [ pay you for nine
hundred  dollar. and  when my
| shtable Lurn down yon make me
4 new one. I not want a new
shtable. 1 want nine hundred dol-
Hare”
The wgont reasoned with Smidt,
i but all to no purpose. When the
{ stuble was about finished Smidt
| went to consult a lawyer, think-
ling he could still get the amount
of the policy, beside having the
new stable.

The lawyer, however, informed
him that the company had a
right to make good the loss by
building a new stable, and express.
ed surprise at his bringing suit
| against them.

“But," said Smidt, “l insure or
uine hundred deilar, and dis feller
put up dem shtable for seven hun-
dred and ity dollar—I do not un-
derstand de insurance business,”

Finding thathe conld notcompel
the payment by law, he became
disgusted with the insurance busi-
ness altogether.  Calling upou the
{agent, Smidt said:

“Mr. Agent, I vant you to stop
de ingurance on mine vife. I do
not pay any more monish dat
way: 1 not understand dis insu-
rance business.”

Agent surprised @ “Why M.
Smidt you are §oing a very foolish
thing. You have paid consider
able upon this already, and if your

wife sbould die, you will get
$5000."

“Yah, dat ish vat you tell me
now,” said Smidt. “Ven I pays
you on my shtable, you say I get
uine bundred dollars if it burnt
down. So it waz burnt, aud you
not give me mine monish. You
say, O, dat was an old frame shta.
ble, and you not pay me mine nine
hundred dollax. Ven mine vife
dies, den yosay to me, O, she vash
an old Duteh wowan; she not wort
apydings; I get you a new Lng-
lish vife! And so Llose mince fve
tousand dollars. You not fool
Smidt again. I not understand
dis insurace business,”

e s

A Boy wro rouxp A lHove—
The Hon. A. 11. Stephens, of (icor-
gia, in a recent address at a meet-
ing at Atlanta, tor the benefit of
the orphan asylum and free school
of that city, related tbe following
anecdote :

A poor little boy on a cold night.
with no house or roof to shelter
his head, no paternsal or materna!
guardian, or guide to protect or
direct bim on his way. reached at
vightfall the home of & wealthy
planter, who took him in, and fed
and lodged him, and sent him on
his way with bis blessing. These
kind attentions cheered his “heart
and inspired bhim with fresh cour-
age to battle with the obstacles of
life. = Years rolled on, Providence
led him on and he reached the
legal profession. His host bad
died ; the cormorants that prey
on the substance of man had form-
fed a conspiracy to get from the
| widow her estates. She sent for
| the nearest counsel to commit her
cause to him, and that counsel
proved to be the orphan boy long
bafore welcomed and entertained
. by her deceased husband. The

s stimulous of a warm and tenacious
gratitude was now added to the
ordinary motive connected with
the profession.  le undertook
ber cuse with a will not casily to
be resisted; he gained it ; the wid

ow's estate was securod to her in
i perpetuity, and Mr. Stephens ad-

the Queen's pastry |ded with an emphasis of emotion
las 7—Because | thut sent an clectrie thrill through

ated mre sold 1u the warkets 0y l‘::l!'nbc
il Nierien,

The = Clupen Sunding” i~ fund in
the Mediterancan wod in the waters of

the Fronels ‘Ll
. “ ; s
IS upon the eoust of
the west of” IFrance,.—

‘ tare not the trae sardines, bt
pileiird or sprats 1 none but practiced
judies can tell the difference when the
buXes a3 upeeled,

The Clupes,” wrerm tor the herring
fawily, includes pileherds ws well as
the rrue surdines The pilchard fish-
erien xit to secure the youne fish, as
those fully wrown are too Jarge for the
buxes.  The true sardines have attaing
_ ull growth.,  To habit as well
a¥ i ereneral appearance the tio tribes
are stmilar.

The fish when tuken are first wash-
ed, then salted a licte, then thorough-
ly elennsed and washed again, after
whiclt they are spread onz on s
of light willow or wireawork, and ex-
posed to the sun and wind.  They are
then Loiled u while in olive oil,” and
put in hoxes, with oil to fill up.

The wsual mode of capturing these
fish 1 Uy the lirge net cudled X seine,
2 nmme which comes down to s from
ancient Greeks (Greek, sunans . Lat-
in, sagene j. The corks of the supe-
riur lue serve as buoys. while the leds
or weights of the stuker line sceure ta
the net w perpendiculur position in
face ‘ufthc shozl,  Often the wen of
two beuts munage one large seine. cuch
drawing oue end. aud swecping the
water with it fur sowe considerable
distunee. ;

Wowen 2z well as men engage in
the sprat fishery. off thé cousts of Bre-
tagne.  This is for the st part a
winter work, while that fur sardines
proper is earricd on chiefly in May,
June aud July.

When o shoal sppesrs, ¢ bait, con-
sisting of the spawn of large fish, much
o which is brought from Norway, is
thrown ovver o keep myriads together.
The shoals of herring Op of sprats are
very caprivious in their wovements;
why they should be now here and in
half an hour far away, ne mortal eun
divine.  We arc equally at « loss to tell
why insome seusons they approach cer-
tain coasts and headlands und absent
themselvesatothertimes. Many foolish
notions have prevailed as to the cause of
the disappearance of shoals from waters
which they were wont to frequent.—
The fring of canneu on ship or shore
is thought by some w acevunt for
A ]Jqu;\.'-iIJ..'-_-Ut”CL‘i vler-
gyman whose parish bordered upon
the ocean, havine suid Le wmeant to
tithe the produer of the sea. this inju-
dicioms remark wies believed to have
such au cffect upon the finuy tribes
that for many yeurs they kept away
from those coasts.

THESKYULL

"
1

thelr abscnee.

—a>r-——
OF SHAKSPERE.

A certain French Baron, whose
scientifie tastes led him to eollect the
skulls of cclebrated persous, one duy
received u visit from a man with
whom he wus aceustomed to deal.

“What do you bring me here?”
asked the Baron. as the man carcfuliy
unwrapped an enveloped package.

“The skull of Shakspeare.”

“Impossible.”

1 speak the truth, Monsicur le Ba-
ron. ereis proof of what I suy”
said the dealer, producing some pu-
pers.

“But,"” replied the Buron, drawing
aside the curtzin which conceuled Lis
own singular eollection, I <already pos-
sess that skull.”

“He must have been ¢ rogue whe
sold you that,” was she remark of the
honest dealer.

“Your futhes” said the Baron ina |
wild tone ~he sold it to me about
wenty-nine years ago.”

The broker wus for 2 moment -
coneerted, then explained, with viva-
city :

“T comprehend. Be goud enough
to observe the small dimevsions of the
skull on your shelf.  Itemark the nar-
row occiput. the undeveloped forchead
where intelligence is stll mute. Tt is
Shukspcaru tw be sure. hut Shak-
speare us child «hout twelve or
fourteen years ohl, whereas this is that
of Shakspeare when le had attained o
certain ace, and liad beeone the zreat

o
ais

“w

wenius of which England is so justly
proud.”

The Barou bought the sceond
head.

—— P ———— —

A Frenchmun writing in the Jour-
nal Pour Tours says: “Respect for
women regquires us never to doubt a
word of what she ntters; selfirespect
requires us never to helieve a word of
what she says.”

—————

@ -

The late Samuel F. Brown. of Cin-
einnati, left by his will 8150 10 found
| a upiversity. It is sirange le didu't

they arc the Qucen’s doughmln-‘EhU house, “I'bat boy stands pt‘-'lthiuk to leave a shwilar amoeunt w

lons.
- s> -
Be decisive or mild, as the cir-|
cumstances in - which i

placed may require.
conduct to the oeeasion,

| fore you.”

A man

.

€

| hih

pLe sl

vertises for u cumpetent |
you are pevson to wndertake the sale of 2 new | turn of mind, be reserved; with the
Suit your

| pay off the national debt.
| — e G ————

With those who are of & gloomy

n:unliuiuu—;:u_x_l adds that it will prove  idle, be cheerful; with the old, be
Iy luerative to the undertaker.” | serlous; with the young be merry.




